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BY SALEEM A KHANAN1 

Izhar Khan introduced an idea that each month one of us should write about his or her favorite 
book citing reason for it being so. I thought this was a wonderful idea since most if not all of us 
have a book that we would love to have with us if we are to be left on an uninhabited island by 
ourselves! 

For me the choice was not difficult at all. In fact, there was no second choice. It had to be the 
Holy Quran, the book of Allah revealed to His Prophet Mohammad, peace be upon him. In order 
for me to communicate to you all its impact on my life I will share with you the real life crisis 
that I faced upon completion of my fellowship in hematology and medical oncology in 1997. I 
had been born into a Muslim household and raised into a Sunni environment practicing the 
Hanafi jurisprudence. I had never questioned these aspects of my faith until one fine morning I 
asked myself three questions: 

1. Why am I a Muslim as opposed to professing any other faith whose followers were 
all around me in the USA? 

2. Why am I a Sunni and not a Shia? 

3. Why am I a Hanafi and not a Shafai, Maliki, Hanbali or follower of any other juristic 
school? 

The task of finding answers to these "unthinkable" questions was quite daunting. I did not know 
who to turn to or where to start from. And yet the questions would not leave me alone; my soul 
was looking for logical answers. I have since taken college course in philosophy on my own, 
studied Islamic history, read books like the History of God, browsed web sites belonging to 
different schools of thought but I doubt that my questions, especially the first one, would have 



been answered satisfactorily had it not been for a freak incident that happened either in late 1997 
or in 1998. 

Nadeem Zafar, with whom I had no more than a passing acquaintance at Dow and whom I had 
not met since we finished our house job in March 1986, all of a sudden contacted me. He was 
attending a conference in Rhode Island with his wife and knew that I lived in Massachusetts, 
about an hour's drive away. Of course, I was delighted to see a class mate, not realizing what 
was to follow. Nadeem and I spent a few hours discussing our mutual interests and, not 
surprisingly, the issue of religion cropped up. I shared with him what was on my mind, although 
not quite explicitly. We discussed the commentary on the Holy Quran written by Maulana 
Maududi, and Dr. Israr Ahmad' s audio Bayan-ul-Quran, the exposition of the Holy Quran. We 
also talked about a young physician Mohammad Asif who had been one of my students at the 
Aga Khan University Hospital several years ago. Nadeem somehow knew him. The night passed 
and Nadeem and Seema Bhabhi left after breakfast. Life would be as usual, or so I thought. 

Dr. Asif called me a few days later. Nadeem had provided him with my number. We chatted for 
a while and he took my address. I did not know why he did so but a few days later a big parcel 
was delivered for me from Asif. He had sent me Dr. Israr Ahmad' s audio tafseer in 1 12 audio 
cassettes. Something was happening. 

I used to drive an hour to work and back and this was a perfect time for me to listen to it. 
Somehow I felt compelled to do so. About four months later I had finished the entire series, 
almost internalizing its contents even though I did not understand everything. I have no 
reservation in saying that no book of philosophy or otherwise would have answered my question 
about why I was a Muslim. The process of learning the Holy Quran has continued over the last 
15 years and now I conduct the weekly tafseer halaqa in our local masjid. Of course, I spent 
years as an understudy to learned people before I was asked to assume this heavy responsibility. 

My children have learnt Arabic and my wife has completed courses in Quranic exegesis and 
hadith studies. I have spent a lot of time learning the classical Arabic language. I am mentioning 
this not from the point of view of self-admiration but simply to show that this book has changed 
my entire family and not just me. From an intellectual pursuit, it has developed into a way of life 
for us. 

I can quote several prominent people on the outstanding qualities of the Holy Quran but I am 
more concerned with what this book has done to me and its impact how I look at the world. It 
has clarified to me how I am related to Allah SWT, this universe and people around me. It has 
given me a purpose in life and guided me in every aspect of life. 

I will let the Holy Quran express my feelings. 



This is a book in which there is no doubt and that contains guidance for 

those who are conscious of Allah. 

Is there any other book in which the author declares loudly and clearly that there is no doubt in 
it? Science has never proven a statement of this book. Its timeless challenge to bring something 
like it has never been met. However, if I have to benefit from it I must not doubt its truthfulness 
and develop a spiritual quality that Allah SWT calls Taqwa, a constant state of God- 
consciousness! 

An understanding of the Holy Quran has also made the other two questions, being a Sunni and 
Hanafi, somewhat less relevant although I have spent years studying and teaching Islamic 
jurisprudence. The Holy Quran wants me to be a good human being who recognizes his 
responsibility towards Allah and fellow human beings. It does not have to be through a particular 
creed or juristic affiliation. 




50 Pins Years oi Life* let's Stop and Look Back 

GUEST EDITORIAL BY NADEEM ZAFAB 

As I sit in my hotel room in Chicago at the O'hare International Airport, watching planes taxi 
and take off, I think of my D'85 classmates and wonder how this group of physicians has 
evolved over the course of the last 35 years. Some of us go way back longer; most of us came to 
know each other at Dow while being educated and trained as physicians. There were many happy 
days and some sad ones. We lost some friends. But with the blessing of Allah we came through 
as physicians, in 7 years, if not five- thanks to some us. 

Then we dispersed in search of professional excellence. We wanted to fulfill our dreams and 
spread out all over the world. While some of us got trained in Pakistan, others left for a variable 
period of time, some for good- but never lost their passion or gratitude for the motherland. The 
first regrouping came through a simple website started by Saleem Abubakar Khanani, which 
went into disuse, if not oblivion, as Saleem got busy with his professional and domestic life- 
raising a wonderful family here in Shrewsbury, MA. Then came the Dow Class of 1985 listserv 
and the lost tribe that had been scattered all over the world started to come together again in 
earnest. Allah's blessing was manifest in this effort as more and more classmates started to warm 
up to the concept of regrouping and started to sign on to the listserv. Initially questions were 
raised about why this listserv was set up and whether there were political motives behind this 
effort. Time confirmed this not to be the case. 

While there are many pluses for this regrouping, the most notable has to be the sincerity that has 
firmed up between us class-fellows- we cherish each other's successes, find happiness through 
seeing our children prosper, and feel genuine sadness when we learn about a personal challenge- 
ailment, loss of a loved one, or when we get a request for our prayers of support for an 
unspecified cause. If anyone's parent or loved one needs help anywhere in the world, we make a 
deliberate and prompt effort to satisfy that need. Where would you find such sincerity? When I 
talk about it with my family or friends, I consistently see a yearning on their faces for what we 
have been blessed with and they would also want the same for themselves. Thank you Almighty 
Allah for bringing us and keeping us together! Kudos to all the D'85 friends, for being who you 
are- the caring human beings who find time for each other! 

More than 50 years of our lives have passed. We have seen much good and have been given 
much respect and power through our profession and our humanitarian and social actions. We did 
come together to do a project at CHK to the tune of $200,000. Bravo! But I would like for each 
one of us to reflect and look back at our lives for an honest reassessment. Have we done all that 
we could to make this world a better place? I firmly believe most of us know that that we were 
not created without a reason and that we have all been obligated to make this world a better 



place, within our spheres of action and control. None of us is responsible for correcting all the 
evils of the world but we are all obligated, not just as Muslims, but as sophisticated and 
discerning humans, to promote good, and fight evil and injustice within our jurisdiction. 

Raising a family- being a good father or mother, son or daughter, brother or sister, is not an end 
in itself- it is the routine of life as a human. But we owe it to the world around us, our 
communities that we live in, the countries that we call home, the religion that we adhere to, or 
the professional or cultural grouping that we proudly affiliate with, that we must work diligently 
to leave a mark of quality so that we can be of those who can push humanity along in the right 
direction and stem and preferably reverse the rot by fighting injustice that has become the 
hallmark of contemporary world. 

At this juncture of life, when most of us have lived the greater part of our lives, we must stop for 
a long moment, take a deep breath, reflect and re-chart the course of our lives. Being honest with 
oneself is never easy but if we can find the conviction to be honest and objective, then we can 
continue to be better humans and more likely to perform closer to our potential in the remainder 
of our life. This is the basis on which we will be judged after we have moved along. 
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From Izhar Khan, the Chef: 

Its called beef Wellington named alter the 1st Duke of Wellington. The French call it Fillet de boeuf en croute 

You need Chateaubriand fillet (800 gin feeds 4). Seal the meat and let it rest. Make a duxelle of mushrooms 
with onions (finely chopped and cooked in olive oil till almost dry). Season fillet and rub mustard on all sides. 
Now roll out pastry till thickness of a coin. Lay fillet on pastry and cover it with the duxelle. Brush the edges 
and then all over pastry with beaten egg. Fold pastry over the meat and place in pre heated oven 220 C with 
seam side down. 25 minute for rare ( as in photo) and 35 for medium. Makes a great dish with dauphinoise 
potatoes. 




Shared by Shah Muhammad Vaquas 
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SHARED BY ARJUMAND ASIF 



Vjt2-k/J\fAtoHlif'* 



JXjrJ 



■UZt-JiUi 




google :>y 



^Jijir-^y 



SHARED BY KEHKASHAN QAMAR 



FAYYAZ AHMAD SHAIKH IN KARACHI 




FAYYAH AHMAD SHAIKH'S WORLD, HIS DAUGHTER 



SHARED BY KEHKASHAN QAMAR AND HUMA SIDDIQUI 
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Sved Razi Muhammad 
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SAMEENA KHAN, THE POETESS 




ON RETURN FROM A TRIP TO NEW YORK 

ay ^r^ J^? a^ uj**^ c5 j^ 
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Shared by SARAH CHAUDHARY 




LAHORE 



LAHORE ager pyara na honda, 

MALL Road da ae nazara na honda, 

KALMA Chowk te ishara na honda, 

RACE COURSE PARK de baghair guzara na honda, 

Chen One jaan da mood dobara na honda, 

SARDAR di Machi da swad karara na honda, 

CHINA CHOWK wala jahaaz nakara na honda, 

LIBERTY wich enna khalara na honda, 

Ay LAKSHMI chowk FOTRESS chowk te 
LIBERTY chowk da kasoor ae Warna, 

LAHORE da koi Banda awara na honda. 



SHARED BY FARRUKH HASHMI 




WITH HIS PROUD DAD 



"0 wela Barra Crazey C 

Jaddoun meain Nikka jeayya Baby C 

Baraff deay Golay Khnadda C 

Haffteay baad Naanda C 

Nah waal shalll Wahnnda C 

Nikki jeayye Cycle Pajamda C 

Tayy Raessan Gaddi nail lannda C 

Na Lookaan di koi Tension C 

Nah Babaay di laggi Pension C 

Nah Korriyann da koi rolla C 

School da kumm vii holla C 

wella bara e crazey C 

Jaddoun meain nikka jeayya Baby C" 



SHARED BY FARRUKH HASHMI 

A Beautiful poem by Syed Khalid Anwer Dow 1986 

PUNJABI VERSION ENGLISH VERSION 

Fathers and sons, 

*?- <^9 & <=& ^^h. <=> ^a what a relationship 



JJJ , &J ULOX>j l>£^9 «£_l /^-aJjj 



The blessed relationship 



dilj ulo c^ The mem0rjes of ch j| dh00d 

1 i n gQjO Ql 

J<^ bl> ^ iw ^J&l The most carefree time 

^U Js a> ^Ijuo Satchel in hand , 

uUi*j uL^U ^ljuj b^ ib going to school to play 

uLiUS ^^yjoJ uLf^pr ublj Riding on his shoulders 

/Jl$j b ^9^ ^j dli ^ ^ From fair to fair enjoy 

Jb x < M^ L t k' 9 ^ 9 u * :=* Learning lessons, 

when memory was 
short and the hours long 



^JL>| ^sjo # <££§} 9J 

J Lei iSjjUO ^J 

>«^v «^u99^ €>k> u^l i_s^-*-0 



^> bl jzSAz /j^LuJI ^ ^^9^ Listening to stories, 

^ $o Ijjs^ vj.$j£ 9 I When the nights were 

short and the stories long 

When the fathers are around 

Joys know no bound 

The adorable greetings 

of good morning dad 

And the precious reply 

Bless you my son 
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THE WAY WE WERE 



V LJUJ l-S^-/ 9^ *J± <jjjI - <== JuJ J-Ju oLjuj^U LJ _Xsl; JLuj *Sj\ O3 /\S L^j O^jlS <*5L/I ^jjuO ^SJLo ^s^jujS 

oLajj^u , llg ^JUo m; <jjjI ^3! c V J ^p w_jl>ijuuO oLuj^u kjj\ 3J u^ J^-l-b (^hjO >4>-ajJ *—hrJ. »*; 

jSI 6jb> <== j uUj> ^1 J9£^> £uj u 9 : ?^ < ^ lP^> <=JU^ U3JLU0 J3I ^b^kd^ L _sv Goj wSul 3S 

l3V ^ ;;< ^ , )L> /0 uL> ^x> **' jjjjLu \S$$j 3J LuJ L^j 3S <^n <= — J^l £>b l 3VjuoS **' U3JJj^ 

< *S V-P-^ >° J^ b> ^jjjO JSjj> _X5l; < J l _svLjuj^u ^jvS JLjuj l _5v ^ ***n oLajJ^u 
U3S3J ^.jljuj L^J bj oJ IS , 9\Lc < S jlj^ ^3^ l _5^juoS ul^^r^j \J I3 t )<^ Jj>L i^^juo >huj /\29^> ^jjuI 

J3I <== f LS U <jj> oLaJj^U IS ^SJLo ^jjjI 3S <^>l /£ ULu < m;I ^3! lS^ <*SjLx> c ujI ^S ^jj < SI < ) 

^ ^^ l3^ kS^S^ , ^ ju H j3' W v-S^J vijjS* ^3 * < — ^ < — I u^H l-H^ -gjLuj « — S j\j£-\ <£ X j , uul 
IS ^SJLo ^jjjI ujI , ) u9jjUj^ 3J LS uU>S oLjuj^u \L^ >*' -p-<^o /*S Lp-^3^ <— > jJJuI u^ < ' P ' ■? ■ 

/\j <== ^ bb> LJ <jj> oLaJj^U Li J3I <== f bb>lj^ j$&z> u^H J^^ -^ JLju 9S oLaJj^L/ ^u /\S ULu O^jlS 

U>S c jqj <=^>S JLcxsiiLjujI 3S JiLc ^jvjl^I , ) ( jjjI ^>^ O^uJ 1^ uLuuij^ 3J /^9^ ^SjI 03 ^ju c ' Li u ' 

3S U9juLa_juj ,^-j U9JjUj^ _3^ <= _il ^>S j^p-^r 3S oLajj^U /xj uUj> 3b> ^>S <== J /0> ^jjjI <= _£J*X> /\S 

^jjjl ^>b lJV^-^tI <== J oLaJj^U t c fcS , I ^jjuO J^Jl^T <;—)[$$$ /Ss> O3 3S Cjuo\LajJ oLaJj^U J3I LJ ^jLajJ 

LSI {jjj^\$ J3I LJ ojjL> IS /Ss> 

L 3vS ^J^XXSJ OjLajJ Oul \Sj ,JSjiJ> m; Jj^lX) ^ w uO /\S U^ /O pSs> \L^ Ml ^.jljuJ c ) ^jjjl u^ c 1SI 

cJ^fouJ ^JnS p^KJjS yl jj m uUj> <== Jb> LS >J«JCXS2J J^lX) Cjj$*£U£> ^SjI gUJ U^^LaJ < S J^Jl^T ^9 1 < ?L> 

^jjubr <== Jl£J £^Ij Oj^-^u^ >S^jl < S Jj^uo ^3! 3^ ^3^>3x> 
^p ,jj Jj^iX) J3I OJLajj j^hjO /u^)>C l _sv -0-5" < ^svlS^ ^3^>-ajj >jho^2j J3I 1^ JjcxC ^ /xSj> ( S oLuj^u 

< 6-<^0 J3I 3>S ^Sj^f. P^-^Jj uSwl />S L>S kjJ KJ$JjUj5 < ) oLajJ^U ^_$V <==?& c£ ^ 9j , S JLuJ OljI 

<= _^j ^1 C= S j^-^r 3S u^LaJj^U ,-JL^ <= _ajj ^-^jo uU> 3I j^J> ul^3 
JJuo JiLc <*5Lu j^jjucv />Sj3jiS L _svlS3^ /xj^> /y-fujj /o c uj gl OuoYLuu oLuu^u /\S L>S <= _i v$jj\jj5 

l _snS JLuj i^SjI 3^> , ^j € jI ^>S j^^> 3S u^LaJj^Ij v3qSq, 1 ol /v 3^ uL/3 < <== ^ LS Jjo oLaJj^U 

t <== i>S /0 />UdJul l3nj3S ( J c u\ J3I <== ib> J3-PJ IS ^jSajj ^jS ^jvSu j^jjuo ^ w o c S l 3vLajj^u 

Juuo JiLc L _sv ^ *»ul ^jjucv -LJIjo^ Cjljuuu3AJu v^ ^ < ^1 /^ U^ O^Lbbo IS lSAJuoJUlC <== j v^»l ^>S^ 

l^jj^p Cju03Sj> ^ /v l-S^-^J uSjLuj <= _aju /)IjI v' vl l-S^ ^JS^^ uS^ oLajj^U 

LS 3J c S j^^juI j^^> /oj> ^s^juuuI ^SjI ,^13 Li^ /\J l3^-P-J u^H ^ -^ ^ -P-^ /^ uH-^S-*^ ^9-1 v' vl 

€ > b u^h b u^u c J>S jLu oLcU J3I Jj^uo Lil uL/3 , ?<^ , J >S O^Uax) IS lSJuuo JiLc <== 3 /v 

^u^ L 3vSjjj LiyuoJ Oao wSul J3I ^jju <== J^ ^ S 1 ^jjuo U3JJ0 L jvS l _snSajj 0j3j JJs> l _s^ajjI ^>S qj ^393 

^JvS c lo ^jJJtrJ CjJUjO ^jS < )L&J=gJ >f^ /\S <== ajC>3_ajJ lji> 



MOMIN KHAN MOMIN 

By Mahwash Gaba D85 




■lorn in Khan Momin 

1800 - 1B5F 



Momin Khan Momin (1800-1851) 

Momin (u^ t>j*), was a Mughal era poet, who was also a contemporary of Mirza Ghalib and 
Zauq. He is well renowned for his Urdu ghazals both in India and Pakistan. He was a qualified 
physician by profession but had special interest in Urdu and Persian poetry. He has produced 
some of the finest ghazals in Urdu, which are still enjoyed and cherished by many in the present 
day. 

Legend has it that Mirza Ghalib (his contemporary and also a rival) was so impressed by one of 
his verses that he offered Momin his entire Diwan (collection of poetry) in exchange for this 
particular verse of Momin. 

The couplet was: 

Below is the ghazal from which this verse was selected. 






Momin is also famous in Pakistan for the following verse: 

The meaning behind the words in Momin' s poetry is its real beauty. Most verses have a dual 
meaning hidden in those carefully chosen words which are put together in such a way that the 
readers can choose the meaning that resonates with their mood and touches their heart and soul. 

For me, Momin was one of the finest poets of Indo Pak subcontinent. His work is unique, 
enjoyable and I believe that it would remain so for centuries to come. 

I would like to leave everyone with one of my favourite verses 

^ <jW^ <JJ^ lj£^J *J ^r^H 

PS: Most of this material was gathered from resources available on the internet via Google and 

Wikipedia. 

Some selections from Momin's poetry are being presented over the next few pages. 
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SYED RAZI MUHAMMAD 



ENJOYING TRADITIONAL PAKISTANI DINNER 
AT IZHAR KHAN'S HOME IN ABERDEEN SCOTTLAND 




DOWN THE MEMORY LANE 
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SUNG BY TAHIRA SVED 
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A SHORT AND BEAUTIFUL POEM fi 
AISHA 6AZI 
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